PALESTINE   UNVEILED
a few minutes we passed through a breach in the walls
beside the Jaffa Gate, and thence along the side of the
dry moat beneath the great towers of the Citadel, until
we came to the guarded entrance of the Central Bar-
racks.
Here my troubles seemed to end, for an officer was
waiting for me. He was a close friend of Edgar's, and
he ordered a British constable to escort me to the
Franciscan Hospice, saying that I should be welcome
whenever I cared to call at their mess.
The Casa Nova lies in a narrow street between the
New and the Jaffa Gates, completely closed in by
houses. It is a large building, built in four storeys
round a central courtyard. The bedrooms are airy,
dean, cool and well furnished with comfortable beds.
Meals are served on long tables in a large dining-hall;
carafes of Chianti stand ready every few feet, and the
food, of Italian style, is plentiful, well cooked and
tasty. The Franciscan Friar in charge of the Hospice,
and the three Italian nuns who overlook the domestic
arrangements, are cheerful, very kindly souls and do
all that they possibly can to make their pilgrim guests
contented and happy. The servants, male and female,
are Christian Arabs. I was very happy and comfort-
able in the Casa Nova, and I am extremely grateful
to those kindly hosts who did so much for me in
Palestine.
The big Hospice was practically empty, there were
only four guests besides myself, three of them Italian
ladies, and the other a young American on vacation
from his university. I struck up a close friendship
with him, as I found him a most interesting and com-